182                 LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

Everything will be on fire in the Orient this
winter. Good-by, dear friend. I am very
sad and wish I were angry. I have not the
strength to be angry, for I do not scold you.

CCXXI.

GLENQUOICH, Aztgust 22, 1860.
THE worst things here are little insects
called midges. They like my blood and de-
vour my face and hands. I am here with two
young women, one a blonde and the other
Titian red, both with satin skins, and the
horrible midges prefer to attack me. Our
principal amusement is fishing. The ad-
vantage of it is that the midges fear water.
There are fourteen persons here. During
the day each one goes his own way. At
night, after dinner, each one takes a book
or writes letters. To talk, to try to please
one another, are things unknown to the
English. I am certain that you will do your
best to meet me before your voyage. I
have had the courage not to wear your blue
veil, despite the midges, in order that you
should get it fresh.n  myite more.
